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couple of rooms for us somewhere,' he said, and after
writing a letter to London, dismissed the matter,

As the result of these vague instructions, rooms
were secured in the region of Clapton, and on their
arrival, as he surveyed their new home, he evidently
felt his cup of joy to be full.

But the bride had some consternation to conceal.
Could they really exist in such cramped quarters?
What would her relations say on finding her in such
surroundings? Then she remembered that he had
arranged for the rooms, and she resolved not by word
or look to disappoint 'him.

If the knowledge that for the next year Mrs. Railton
made her husband as happy as it is possible for mortal
man to be on this earth, was sufficient reward for all
the privations and discomforts she bore silently and
cheerfully, that reward was hers. As long as he lived
he always referred to c that happy year when you never
left me,' and loved to look back and dwell on its every
detail.

* We were very, very happy/ she says. She took
down his letters, and was his private secretarjr, his
comrade in everything. At this time Railton was the
Editor of the bi-weekly c War Cry,' and his wife
quickly became a valuable assistant. Together they
attended Meetings, and ' specialled ' for out-of-town
Corps at the week-ends. Her joy would have been as
full as his but for the conviction, ' I know you cannot
keep it up,' that he was working towards a serious
breakdown. But though she often pointed it out to
Mrs. Booth or The Founder, they were both working at
more than high pressure themselves, and ' R.' was not
easy to influence.

A short visit paid by his wife to her father during
that first summer was quite a cross to the Commissioner.

1 When I realize how I miss you,' he wrote, ' it makes
me wonder if we feel as we should to the Lord. It is
always having Him with us perhaps that makes less of
that. I have been asking God to help us always to run
after Jesus just as if He were newly manifested. . . . The